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some day at the gates of death. Joy, nevertheless,
found its way through the momentary reflections of
religion and of humanity, by which I tried to master
myself. My own private deliverance seemed so great
and so unhoped for, that it appeared to me that the
State must gain everything by such a loss. And with
these thoughts I felt, in spite of myself, a lingering fear
lest the sick man should recover, and was extremely
ashamed of it.

Wrapped up thus in myself, I did not fail, neverthe-
less, to cast clandestine looks upon each face, to see
what was passing there. I saw Madame la Duchesse
d'Orleans arrive, but her countenance, majestic and
constrained, said nothing. She went into the little
cabinet, whence she presently issued with the Due
d'Orleans, whose activity and turbulent air marked his
emotion at the spectacle more than any other senti-
ment. They went away, and I notice this expressly,
on account of what happened afterwards in my pres-
ence.

Soon afterwards I caught a distant glimpse of the
Due de Bourgogne, who seemed much moved and
troubled; but the glance with which I probed him
rapidly, revealed nothing tender, and told merely of a
mind profoundly occupied with the bearings of what
had taken place.

Valets and chamber-women were already indis-
creetly crying out; and their grief showed well that
they were about to lose something!

Towards half-past twelve we had news of the King,
and immediately after Madame de Bourgogne came
out of the little cabinet with the Duke, who seemed